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The next store sold hats. “Nothing here,” 
said Bob. “Dad wouldn’t let her wear any- 
thing we chose. You know Dad.” 

The third store sold candy. “I’ve got it,” 
said Bobby. “A box of chocolates. That’s 
what Dad gets her when he wants to be 
nice.” 

They entered the store—and found that 
boxes of chocolates cost far more than five 
cents. “We'll have to settle for a chocolate 

candy bar,” said Bobby. 
Chocolates for Mother So a bar of chocolate was bought and 
carried home. 


“We'll give it to her after supper,” Bill 
Billy and Bobby were walking home aid. “Be ia > anes a cts 4 nad 


one afternoon when Billy suddenly said, When supper had been eaten that night, 
“How much money have you got?” , but before anyone had left the table, Bobby 
Bobby searched his pockets. “Two cents. stood to his feet. “Mother,” he said, and 
“Not enough,” said Billy. “I’ve got three, coughed to clear his throat, “this afternoon 
and that only makes five, and you can’t Billy and I found we had only five cents 
buy anything with that.” in our pockets.” 
“What did you want = buy?” “No, no,” interrupted Billy. “You didn’t 
“A present for Mother. : have to tell her that. I’ll take over. Mother,” 
“But it isn’t Christmas, exclaimed Bobby. he continued, “we knew you wouldn’t want 
“And it’s not her birthday. - or a saw or a hammer or a hat, and we couldn’t 
Doesn’t have to be, does it?” said Billy. afford a box of chocolates, like Daddy 
“She’s nice to us every day.” gets—” 
“O.K.,” Bobby said. “What do you want 


to give her?” : . show you that we love you anyway, so we 
Let’s take a look in these store windows got this.” He pulled the candy bar out of 


we're coming to, and see.” his pocket and handed it to Mother. 
The first store turned out to be a hard- “My dear boys,” said Mother, putting 
ware. “She wouldn’t want a hammer or a per arms around them. “That’s the first 


saw,” said Billy. time any of my children ever gave me some- 
thing when it wasn’t a special occasion.” 
And Bobby wondered why Mother had to 
rub her eyes so hard right then. 

As far as I can recall, Mother never ate 
that bar of chocolate. I can still see it in 
my mind’s eye resting on the table by the 
door that led into the kitchen. I used to 
wonder if she didn’t eat it because she 
didn’t like that particular kind. But I think 
I understand now. 

Every time Mother went into the kitchen 
she saw that chocolate bar, and it reminded 
her that her two young sons loved her very 
much. And I believe it made her feel good 
inside just to be reminded of it. 

Have you done anything lately to show 
your Mother you love her? She always 
appreciates it when you do. 








Bobby interrupted. “But we wanted to 



























Your friend, 


a Wlravrel 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 








DEAR, BRAVE MOTHER 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


T WAS almost midnight, and still they 
{ had not found the place where Daddy 
had planned to camp. 

As the headlights shone around one cor- 
ner after another, Daddy kept saying, “It’s 
pretty close now; maybe just around the 
next corner.” 

But it wasn’t; and all the time they 
were climbing higher and higher up the 
mountain. 

Mamma was getting more and more 
worried, because she felt that Beverley and 
Blossom should have been in bed and fast 
asleep long ago. 
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Faster and faster the car rolled toward the lake, 
though Mother was pulling on the bumper with all 
her might, and the two children screamed with fear. 


“Surely it can’t be much farther,” she 
said. “Look, there’s the lake down there. 
This must be the place.” 

Daddy slowed up, put on the brake, and 
peered out of the car window. 

“You're right, dear,” he said. “That's 
the lake I was looking for. The camp can- 
not be far away now. I think I'll leave you 
and the children in the car while I walk 
up the hill and see if I can find exactly where 
it is.” 

“Don’t be long.” 


“I won't,” said Daddy. To page 18 
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Jane’s parents had no use for religion 


till the day Jane met the rattlesnake. 


* 
WHAT STOPPED THE RATTLER? 


By NETA KAY PRITCHARD 


ANE DONALDSON was §attending 

church school, but not because her par- 
ents wanted her to become a Seventh-day 
Adventist. Far from it. They sent her to this 
school because it was the closest one to 
their house. But Jane was learning of God 
and His love, and in her heart she was 
planning to be baptized soon. 

One day as she was walking the two 
miles home from school she thought, “My 
parents don’t object to my being baptized, 
but they certainly aren’t very anxious to 
have me do it. I wish I knew why.” And 
yet, she really did know. 

A year before, Jane’s baby brother, 
Jimmy, had become very sick. He was only 
about ten months old and the doctors had 
been unable to do a thing for him. Jane 
had learned to pray at school. She had told 
her parents about it and had persuaded them 
to kneel and pray. Then she had invited the 
pastor of the Seventh-day Adventist church 
to come and pray too, and he did. 

But Jimmy died. Jane’s parents couldn’t 
understand why God had not answered their 
prayers in the way they had hoped He 
would. Jane knew God had a reason. 

But her parents said over and over, “If 


Neta Kay Pritchard, the author of this story, was a stu- 
dent at Union College Academy, Lincoln, Nebraska, at 
the time she wrote it. 


God answers prayers, why didn’t He save 
Jimmy?” 

Jane tried her best to explain that God 
had a purpose in denying their request. 
But they could not understand. She re- 
minded them of the many other blessings 
He had given them, but it was useless. 

As she thought of all this, knowing that 
Jesus is coming soon, she was frightened. 
Her parents would not be saved unless they 
accepted Christ as their Saviour. 

Every night and morning she knelt and 
prayed earnestly that somehow God would 
help her parents to understand as she did. 
She wanted so much for them to be as 
happy as she was and to be saved when Jesus 
comes. But Mr. and Mrs. Donaldson thought 
Jane was spending her time foolishly by 
praying and studying the Bible every day. 

In late spring Jane was walking home 
from school again, and as usual she was 
thinking of all of these things. Suddenly, 
right in front of her, reared a large rattle- 
snake, coiled, ready to strike. 

Jane stopped in terror. Then she re- 
membered—she could pray. 

She prayed as she had never prayed be- 
fore. The snake was still shaking its rattlers. 
She prayed again. 

And now the snake had drawn back its 
head, ready for the first, lightning-quick 
plunge. 
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And at that very moment, something 
stopped it. 

The snake fell to the ground and crawled 
across the old dirt road into the ditch. Jane, 
still trembling, didn’t move until she had 
thanked God for what He had done. 

And right then she knew God had an- 
swered her prayer in two different ways. He 
had spared her life. Also—maybe—her par- 
ents would realize now that God does an- 
swer prayer. She ran home to tell them. 

That evening, when her parents returned 
from work, Jane told them all about the 
snake and how God had saved her life in 
answer to her prayer. 

It had the desired effect. As her parents 
listened they began to see that God does 
answer prayer after all. That evening was 
the happiest Jane had known in a long 
time. At supper her parents even permitted 
her to offer thanks out loud for the food. 
After supper she helped her mother wash 
the dishes and straighten up the kitchen. 
And as she was doing this she asked, 
“Mother, couldn’t you and Dad go with me 
to church next Sabbath?” 

“We'll see,” Mother said. 

“Oh, please, Mother,” Jane begged again. 
Finally, after some persuasion, Mother said 
she would talk to Father, and if he wanted 
to go, she would go with him. 


After Mr. and Mrs. Don- 
aldson talked it over they 
decided to go. “What harm 
can it do this once?” they 
said. . 

Next Sabbath morning, 
while getting dressed for church, Jane prayed 
that somehow the sermon would be one that 
would especially impress her parerits. Believe 
it or not, the sermon turned out to be all 
about how God answers prayer when we 
think He doesn’t. 

This was another prayer answered. The 
Lord really touched her parents’ hearts. 
That afternoon Mr. Donaldson didn’t work 
as he usually did. Instead, he and Mrs. 
Donaldson sat in the house listening while 
Jane explained some verses from the Bible 
that the minister had quoted. 

Soon after this, the pastor began giving 
them Bible studies every week. Later they 
decided to give their hearts to Jesus and fol- 
low Him all the way. 

That summer day came when Jane was 
to be baptized. It was a day of transcendent 
joy, for her parents were baptized with her. 
As she went down into the water she 
thought of the times she had walked home 
from school, and thanked God that He had 
answered her prayers in such a wonderful 
way. 
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As Jane walked home she didn’t know a rattlesnake was waiting for her, coiled, ready to strike. 
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JOHN G. PATON 
MISSIONARY TO CANNIB. iS 
CHAPTER 14 


Cannibal Chief Preaches a Sermon! 


ADAPTED FROM JAMES PATON 


HE well was now finished, the place was 

neatly fenced in, and the old chief said, 
“Missi, will you let me preach the sermon 
next Sabbath?” 

“Yes,” I at once replied, “if you will try 
to bring all the people to hear you.” 

“Missi, I will try,’ he promised eagerly. 
The news spread like wildfire. Chief Na- 
makei was to be missionary the next day 
for the worship! The people were over- 
whelmed with curiosity, and urged one 
another to come and hear what he had to 
say. 

Sabbath came round, and a great crowd 
assembled. Namakei was dressed in shirt 
and kilt. He was so excited, and flourished 
his tomahawk about at such a rate, that it 
was lively work to be near him. 

I conducted short opening devotions, and 
then called upon Namakei. He rose at 
once, eyes flashing wildly, his limbs twitch- 
ing with emotion. Then he spoke, swinging 
his tomahawk to enforce every eloquent 
gesture: 

“Friends of Namakei, men and women 
and children of Aniwa, listen to my words! 
Since Missi came here he has talked many 
strange things we could not understand. We 
said they must be lies. But of all his won- 
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derful stories, we thought the strangest was 
about sinking down through the earth to 
get rain! Then we said to each other, ‘The 
man’s head is turned; he’s gone mad.’ But 
the Missi prayed on and worked on, telling 
us that Jehovah God heard and saw, and 
that his God would give him rain. Was he 
mad? Has he not gotten the rain deep down 
in the earth? We have laughed at other 
things the Missi told us, because we could 
not see them. But from this day I believe 
that all he tells us about his Jehovah God is 
true.” 

Then rising to a climax, first the one foot 
and then the other making the broken coral 
on the floor fly behind like a war horse 
pawing the ground, he cried with great 
eloquence: 

“My people, no god of Aniwa ever an- 
swered prayers as the Missi’s God has done.” 
Beating his hand on his breast, he ex- 
claimed, “Something here in my heart tells 
me that the Jehovah God does exist, the In- 
visible One, whom we never heard of nor 
saw till the Missi brought Him to our knowl- 
edge. The coral has been removed, the land 
has been cleared away, and lo! the water 
rises. It was invisible till this day, yet all the 
same it was there, though we could not see 




















it. So I, your chief, do now firmly believe that 
when I die, when the bits of coral and the 
heaps of dust are removed, which now blind 
my old eyes, I shall then see the Invisible 
Jehovah God with my soul, as Missi tells 
me, not less surely than I have seen the 
rain from the earth below. 

“From this day, my people, I must wor- 
ship the God who has opened for us the 
well. The gods of Aniwa cannot hear, can- 


not help us, like the God of Missi. 
i: Pa “Let every man who agrees with me go 


now and fetch the idols of Aniwa, and cast 
them down at Missi’s feet. Let us burn and 
bury and destroy these things of wood and 
stone, and let us be taught by the Missi how 
to serve the God who can hear, the Jehovah 
who gave us the well, and who will give us 
every other blessing, for He sent His Son 
Jesus to die for us and bring us to heaven. 
This is what the Missi has been telling us 
every day since he landed on Aniwa. We 
laughed at him, but now we believe him. 
The Jehovah God has sent us rain from the 
earth. Why should He not also send us His 
Son from heaven? Namakei stands up for 
Jehovah!” 

This sermon, and the sinking of the well, 
broke the back of heathenism on Aniwa. 
That very afternoon the old chief and several 


of his people brought their 
idols and cast them down 
at my feet beside the door of 
our house. Oh, the intense 
excitement of the weeks 
that followed! Group after 
group came to the spot, loaded with their 
gods of wood and stone, and piled them up 
in heaps,- while some cried and others 
shouted for joy. And often I heard them 
repeating the name, “Jehovah! Jehovah!” 

What could be burned, we cast into the 
flames; others we buried in pits twelve or 
fifteen feet deep; and some few, more 
likely than the rest to feed or awaken super- 
stition, we sank far out in the deep sea. Let 
no heathen eyes ever gaze on them again! 

One of the very first steps in Christian 
living that they readily and almost unan- 
imously adopted was the asking of God’s 
blessing on every meal and praising the 
great Jehovah for their daily bread. Anyone 
who did not do so was regarded as a heathen. 
(Question: How many white heathen are 
there? ) 

The next step—and just about every- 
body began doing it at the same time—was 
to have family worship every morning and 
evening. Doubtless the prayers were often 
queer, and mixed up with many supersti- 





After the cannibal chief had preached his sermon, natives came from all over the island and 
threw their idols down in a heap beside the mission house, and burned or buried them all. 
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tions, but they were prayers to the great 

Jehovah, the compassionate Father, the In- 

visible One—no longer to gods of stone! 
Of course, family worship and saying 











MOTHER’S HANDS 
By ALEXANDER KLAUS 


Her hands are not small or dainty or white, 
For they are so busy from morning till night. 
With all of us children, their work is so much, 
But oh! how I thrill to their soft, gentle touch! 


For they pat my shoulder, they stroke my 
head, 

They rock me to sleep, and they tuck me in 
bed. 

When I kneel in the evening they teach me to 
pray, 

And they wake me each morning to start a 
new day. 


I'll remember those hands as | go on through 
life, 

Their memory will ease all my worry and 
strife, 

For no one but | knows what those hands are 
worth, 

To me, the most beautiful hands on this earth. 
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grace were two things the natives had often 
seen at our home. It was natural therefore, 
when they decided to be Christians, that they 
should begin by copying us in these two 
habits. Every house in which there was not 
prayer to God in the family was known after 
that to be heathen. It was a direct and prac- 
tical evidence of the new religion; and it was 
a test about which there could be no mistake 
on either side. 

A third feature stood out distinctly and at 





once—the change as to the Lord’s tw * 
Village after village followed the example 


of the missionaries. All ordinary occupation 
ceased. Sabbath was spoken of as the Day 
for Jehovah. Saturday came to be called 
“cooking day,” referring to the extra prep- 
arations for the coming day of rest and 
worship. [Remember that Mr. Paton was 
not an Adventist missionary. He did not 
understand about the seventh day as well 
as we do. But notice how carefully every- 
one observed the day they believed to be 
God’s holy day. Do we keep the Sabbath 
as well as they did?] They believed that it 
was Jehovah’s will to keep the first day 
holy. To do anything else was a distinct 
mark of heathenism. 

All the inhabitants, young and old, now 
attended school, brother and sister, father 
and mother, grandfather and grandmother, 
sometimes all trying to learn at once out of 
the same A B C book! Thefts, quarrels, 
crimes, were settled now, not by club law 
but by fine or bonds or whipping, as agreed 
upon by the chiefs and their people. Every- 
thing was rapidly and surely becoming 
“new” under the influence of the Spirit of 
Jesus. Industry increased. Huts and planta- 
tions were safe. Before this, every man 
when traveling carried with him all his 
valuables; now they were secure when left at 
home. 

In heathen days they would carry even a 
brood of fowls or a litter of pigs everywhere 
they went. At church we sometimes had 
lively episodes—the chirping of chicks, the 
squealing of piglets, and the barking of 
puppies, one gaily responding to the other 
as we sang, or prayed, or preached the gos- 
pel! We were so glad to see the natives there, 
even with all their belongings, that we were 
careful not to find fault; but the thread of 
devotion was sometimes apt to slip through 
our fingers, especially when the conflict of 
the owner to silence a baby pig inspired 

To page 19 
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» @ THREE WAYS 


By BERT 


A KING—so the story goes—was being 
buried. A little underground room had 
been hewn out of the solid rock, and the 
king was placed in it, sitting upright on a 
throne. In one hand was placed the king's 
scepter, the symbol of his right to rule. In 
the other hand was placed a Bible. Then 
the tomb room was closed in such a way 
that no one should ever find it. 

Hundreds of years passed by, and then 







































































TO GET RICH 


RHOADS 


some men digging a hole accidentally found 
the door of the tomb. They opened it, and 
there sat a skeleton in a chair! The scepter 
had fallen from the king’s hand. The Bible 
had fallen too, and lay open on the floor. A 
long skeleton finger on a long skeleton arm 
was pointing to a text in that Bible. The 
text read, “For what shall it profit a man, if 
he shall gain the whole world, and lose his 
own soul?” That question may easily be the 
most important one in all the Bible. 

God is the greatest scientist when it 
comes to the know-how of handling money 
or riches. How rich God is, no one knows! 
The cattle on a thousand hills are His! 
The gold and silver are all His too. And He 
wants to share all that wealth with us! 

Would you like to have some of it? 
Here's how to get it. 

Some years ago, while traveling through 
the mountains of Colorado, we came to a 
place where there were thousands of holes 
where men had been digging for gold. Many 
of these men had come from great distances 
at great expense. They had suffered from 
cold and hunger. And most of them had met 
only defeat and loss. If only they had been 
digging in the mountains and hills of God’s 
Word they would have found true wealth. 
There would. have been no disappointing 
holes there. 

The first scientific rule for getting rich 
is, “Dig in the right place—the Word of 
God.” 


I was walking with a friend in a large 


To page 17 
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MR. MOODY IN THE STOVE 


By BONNIE ANN HEVENER, Age 13 
Churchville, Virginia 


When Mr. Moody came to my grand- 
mother’s house he was just a tramp. No 
one in the family had any idea of where 
he came from or how he got there. You see, 
Mr. Moody was a wee black kitten. 

Many superstitious folks might have said, 
“Keep a black cat? Never! Why everyone 
knows that black cats bring bad luck!” How- 
ever, Mother and her sister Helen were not 
superstitious, so they made him welcome. 

What to name a tiny black kitten? My 
grandmother solved that problem. She had 
just read a story about the great evangelist 
Dwight L. Moody. The name struck her 
fancy. She suggested it to the girls, and 
with one consent they dubbed him “Mr. 
Moody.” 

Such a frisky kitten! He would climb 
anywhere and everywhere he took a notion. 
He tried to prove the saying, “Curiosity 
killed the cat,” for he got into everything 
that could be gotten into, and once it almost 
did kill him! 

One day he decided to take a nap in the 
woodbox. He selected several conveniently 
arranged pieces of stovewood and settled 
himself comfortably upon them. Alas! His 
peaceful dreams were soon to be disturbed. 

Grandmother, not suspecting that the 
tiny kitten was in the woodbox, proceeded 
to fire the kitchen range. Picking up the 
pieces of wood, she gave them a cursory 
glance and put them in the firebox. She lit 
the wood and was about to put the cap back 
on the stove when she heard a faint mew. 

She looked inside. Could it be possible? 
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Mr. Moody was in the stove! What to do? 
The poor cat would burn up unless she 
acted quickly. Braving the heat and flames, 
she reached in and pulled Mr. Moody out. 
He was none the worse for his adventure. 
He hadn’t even been singed. 

That was Mr. Moody’s first and last ad- 
venture in the kitchen range. Ever after, he 
avoided the woodbox, and as long as he 
lived he napped elsewhere! 





BILLY’S SCAR 


By RALPH W. RICKS, Age 12 
Orlando, Florida 


One evening in Orlando, Florida, Billy 
was watching his mother and father shelling 
beans. 

His mother said, “Bill, why don’t you go 
to the barber shop and get a haircut?” 

Billy said, “I don’t want to.” 

His father said, “You had better have one 
anyway, son.” 

So Billy went. When the barber had 
finished cutting his hair, he got on his 
bicycle and started for home. But he had no 
light. 

He was nearly home when he saw a pair 
of headlights bearing down on him. The 
next thing, he heard a crash and he was 
lying on the ground. The back of his hea 


was badly cut, but he didn’t feel it. HOW 


started to get up, but the people around him 
wouldn’t let him. Billy told them he was 
feeling all right and could walk home. 
The people said, “No, you are not as well 
as you think. Where do you live?” 
He told them his address, and one of the 
men drove to his home. He told the parents 
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what had happened, and brought them back 
with him to the scene of the accident. 

Billy asked his mother to ride with him in 
the ambulance, and she said she would. 

When Billy reached the sanitarium he 
was given several injections, and the doctor 
put eight stitches in his head and wrapped 
it up. 

Then they sent Billy to the X-ray room 
for some pictures to be taken of his head. 

The police came to the sanitarium and 
told Billy he had better have a light on his 
bicycle when he rode at night again. 

A month later Billy saw the doctor and 
the doctor told him that the scar on the 
back of his head would remain for the rest 
of his life. 

Billy has put a light on his bike since 
then. He wishes he had put it on sooner. 





SNOWFLAKES, BEWARE! 


By HILARY JOY WALTON, Age 10 
Newcastle-on-Tyne, England 


Once a little snowfiake, 
Floating through the air, 

Saw a bit of sunshine, 
But didn't seem to care. 


But when she stretched her hand out 
Toward the sunshine bright, 

She turned right into water 
And faded out of sight. 


So all you little snowflakes, 
When floating through the air, 
If you see a bit of sunshine, 
I think you should take care. 





MOUNTAIN LION 


By RAY BIRGE, Age 12 
Yuba City, California 


There was great excitement at Pacific 
Union College one day. The boys could see 
smoke in the mountains farther north. They 
jumped on fire trucks and roared away. 

Reaching the fire, some of the boys got 
onto a jeep. Suddenly they heard a pitiful 
scream and decided to find out where it 
came from. 

What do you suppose they found? A little 
mountain lion! It didn’t know how to get 


away from the fire, and every time it 
stepped on a hot coal, its foot hurt and it 
screamed. 

The boys decided to take him back to the 
college. And they kept him there till he 
had grown quite large, when they took him 
to a zoo. 





SITTING MULE 


By DICKIE OSBORN, 5th grade 
Beirut, Lebanon 


Here in Beirut, where I live, kerosene is 
delivered to the houses in a cart with a 
mule in front pulling it. 

One hot day we were playing baseball 
when a kerosene cart came up the street. 
The road there is very steep, with a high 
bank falling away at one side. As we 
watched, the cart almost went over the bank. 
But it got to the top safely, and soon we 
saw it coming back down. A little boy 
sitting on top of the tank was crying. 

All of a sudden the poor mule sat down 
right in the middle of the street! The boy 
forgot all about crying, and put on the 
brake. The men kicked and pulled and 
pushed, but the mule refused to move. 
What should they do? A truck was coming 
down the hill behind them! 

The truck couldn’t get past the cart, so 
it stopped. Three men jumped out and 
lifted the mule back onto his feet, and at 
last the cart was able to go on its way again. 








JUMBO EATS A PEANUT 


FREDDIE VILLANUEVA, Age 12 
National City, California 
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THE BIG SECRI 
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ape and Stan were whispering so hard 
on the divan when Mother came in that 
they both jumped. 

“Well!” exclaimed Mother. “What's all 
the whispering about?” 

“It’s nothing, Mother,” said Stan. 

“It’s a secret,’ piped up Betty. Stan 
frowned at her. 

“I see,” said Mother with a little smile. 
She knew that neither Stan nor Betty could 
keep a secret long. She was sure that if she 
asked no more questions the children would 
soon tell her what it was about. She was 
rather surprised, therefore, when Stan and 
Betty went into Stan's room immediately 
after lunch and shut the door. 

“We've just got to think of something,” 
said Betty. “We only have today and tomor- 
row. 

“Let’s bake her a birthday cake,” suggested 
Stan. “You remember on your birthday 
Mother said that nobody ever baked one 
for her.” 

“But we don’t know how,” objected Betty. 

“I’m sure I could read the recipe,” said 
Stan. “You could help with the mixing.” 

Betty shook her head. “We can’t risk hav- 
ing it turn out flat.” 

Stan rested his chin despondently on his 
hand for a minute. Then his face brightened. 

“Let’s get Daddy to help us,” he said. “I’m 
sure he will.” 

“Of course,” agreed Betty. 

“That takes care of the cake, then,” said 
Stan. “Now what are we going to give her 
for a present?” ) 

He put his hands in his pockets and stared 
out the window. Mother was sweeping the 
back porch. Stan felt a brief twinge of guilt. 
Mother had asked him an hour ago to sweep 
the porch, and he had forgotten all about it. 
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“Maybe we should see how much money 
we have before we decide,” suggested Betty. 

“A good idea,” said Stan. He took his 
money box from the bureau drawer and 
dumped the contents on his bed. 

“Fifty-five cents,” he said a minute later. 

Betty slowly counted her nickles and pen- 
nies. 

“I have twenty-one cents,” she said at last. 

“Then that makes seventy-six cents,” Stan 
announced. 
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“It’s mot very much, is it?” said Betty. 
“No,” returned Stan. “It isn’t. And I don’t 
suppose Daddy will lend us any, either. The 
last time I asked for some money he said 
I'd have to learn to save for what I wanted.” 
Neither Betty nor Stan could think of 
anything they could buy for Mother for sev- 
enty-six cents. Stan looked through the ad- 
vertisements in the newspaper, but every- 
thing they liked cost much more than that. 
“I guess we'll just have to ask Daddy,” 
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Stan said finally. “Let’s go outside and play.” 








In the hall they bumped into Mother, who 
had a dustcloth in her hand. Betty stopped 
suddenly. Mother had asked her to do the 
dusting. 

“I'll do it now, Mother,” she said, reaching 
out her hand for the cloth. 

“I just finished the dusting,” Mother said 
quietly. 

The children ran out to the lawn to play 
catch. Bobby came from across the street 
to play with them and they soon forgot all 
about the sweeping and dusting. 

It was Betty who first saw Daddy coming 
up the street. Tossing the ball onto the porch 
she cried, “Stan, here he comes. Let’s go meet 
him.” 

Stan ran after her. Reaching Father, they 
quickly explained their problem. 

“You will help us with the cake, won't you, 
Daddy?” begged Betty. 

“Of course,” replied Daddy. “It’s a wonder- 
ful idea. I'll get some candles on my way 
home tomorrow.” 

“But what about a present?” queried Stan. 
“What can we buy for seventy-six cents?” 

“T'll have to think about that,” laughed 
Daddy. “We'll talk about 
it this evening.” 

After dinner Mother 
carried the dishes into the 
kitchen. Stan and Betty re- 
tired to the living room to 
read. 

“It would be nice to have 
some help with the dishes,” 
sighed Mother. 

“Why don’t you ask the 
children to do them once in 
a while?” inquired Daddy. 
“It seems to me they are 
big enough to help.” 

Mother shrugged her 
shoulders and smiled. 

“Getting help from 
those two is more trouble 
than it’s worth,” she re- 
plied. “I might as well not 
ask them.” 

Mother looked so tired 
~%e. that Daddy dried the 
~ dishes for her. He was be- 


MERRIM FROM MONKMEYER 


Stan and Betty did the dishes 
after supper so their Mother 
would not have to do them. 
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THE REASON 


By DOROTHY WALTER 


What makes home a pleasant place? 
It's our mother's smiling face. 

What gives home its precious charms? 
it's our mother's loving arms. 


What makes our home better far 
Than other homes more fair? 
I'm sure the r is becaus 
Our own dear mother's there! 
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ginning to think of an idea for a present. 
He dried the last dish, tossed the towel over 
the rack, and went into the living room. 

“Come along, you two,” he commanded, 
“I want to talk to you.” 

“Aw, Daddy,” complained Stan. “I’m right 
in the middle of my story.” 

“Come on,” Daddy insisted. “It’s about 
‘you know what.’” 

Betty jumped up and followed Daddy 
into Stan’s room. Stan tagged along behind. 
They listened to Daddy's plan in amaze- 
ment. 

“But that isn’t a present!” exclaimed Stan 
when Daddy had finished. 

“We want to buy her something pretty,” 
Betty objected. 

“This is a nicer present than anything 
you could buy,” replied Daddy firmly. 

“Well, if you think it’s a nice present, 
we'll do it,” said Betty slowly, and Stan 
agreed. 

The next day Stan remembered to sweep 
the porch. Betty surprised Mother by dust- 
ing the furniture carefully without being 
asked. When they had finished their tasks 
they went into Betty’s room and sat down 
at her table. 

It took a long time to prepare the pres- 
ents. There was a lot of writing to do. Stan 
had to help Betty with hers. 

After dinner that evening Daddy es- 
corted Mother into the living room. With 
the children’s help he soon had the cake in 
the oven and the dishes done. Stan made 
the frosting and Daddy spread it on the cake. 
Betty added the candles. Then they carried 


the cake into the living room and set it 
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proudly on the low table in front of Mother. 

“Oh, it’s just beautiful!” she exclaimed. 

“Blow out the candles and make a wish,” 
cried both children together. 

Mother took a deep breath and blew. All 
the candles went out. 

“Now we'll get your presents while you 
cut the cake,” said Stan. 

They ran to Betty’s room and returned 
with two large envelopes. Mother opened 
the first one and took out a sheet of paper. 
On it she read: 

“From now on I will 

wash the supper dishes, 
dust the furniture, 

make my bed, 

pick up my toys, 

and keep my room clean 

without being asked. 

“(signed) Betty.” 

In the second envelope was a paper that 
said: 

“From now on I will 

sweep the porches, 

dry the supper dishes, 

keep the waste baskets emptied, 
make my bed, 

pick up my toys, 

and keep my room clean 

without being asked. 

“(signed) STAN.” 

“We made work charts for our rooms so 
‘we wouldn’t forget,” explained Stan, as 
Mother finished reading his paper. 

Mother hugged both children close. 

“This is the nicest present I ever had,” 
she told them. “It’s exactly what I wished 
for.” 
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We had planned to canoe to Tarboro, 


but we hadn’t allowed for the rapids! 


INTERRUPTED 





CANOE TRIP 


By PARNELL HUDSON 


AS I SIT here and think about what hap- 
pened to me and a friend of mine just 
a week ago yesterday it is hard to keep 
from laughing. It seems funny now, but at 
the time it happened I was the loneliest per- 
son in the world, and I guess about the most 
frightened one too. 

It all started about two weeks ago when 
Bill came over to the house and told me he 
was planning to get his uncle’s canoe and 
make a trip down the river to the next town. 


Parnell Hudson was a student at Fletcher Academy in 
Fletcher, North Carolina, when he wrote this story. 

















































I thought he was crazy, for the next town 
down the river was Tarboro, thirty miles 
away. “Are you sick?” I said. But he as- 
sured me he was serious and wanted me to 
go with him. 

“Before I go anywhere,” I said, “I would 
have to know all your plans.” 

“O.K.,” he said. “Ill start at the begin- 
ning. I plan to get my uncle’s canoe and go 
to Tarboro. It will take at least two days, 
so we'll take some food and some blankets 
to sleep on. I wanted to use Bob's sleeping 
bag, but he has lent it to someone else, so 
we'll have to get along the best way we can 
without it.” 

We talked quite a while that day and 
finally decided to leave the following Mon- 
day morning. As each day passed I got more 
and more excited, and when Sunday night 
came I could hardly wait for the sun to 
come up the next morning. I finally went to 
sleep, and before I knew it the alarm clock 
went off and I awakened. At last the day had 
arrived. I telephoned Bill to waken him, 
and in about fifteen minutes he was over at 
my house ready to go. We got everything 
loaded into the car and awakened Daddy 
so he could take us to the river. 

It seemed as though we would never get 
to the river that morning, even though it 
was just a mile away. At last it came in sight. 
Before Daddy got the car stopped we had 
jumped out and were loading everything 


Almost before we knew it we had reached the rap- 
ids. | told Bill | was ready to go through them, 
but | wasn’t—as subsequent events quickly proved! 
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CONTRIBUTIONS WANTED 
FOR JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

Stories should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. 

Poems should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

Drawings should be on stiff paper or poster 
board. They may be drawn in black pencil, 
black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, or 
water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink. These don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on croquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

Photographs will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 2%”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will be 
printed. If yours does not come out within 
six months, try again! But think what fun it 
will be to see your story or picture in print! 


into the canoe. Then we put it in the river 
and climbed into it. Daddy told us to be 
careful. “And when you get to the place in 
the river where the water is swift, please 
get out and walk around the rapids. You 
might turn the boat over there, the water 
is so rough.” 

“All right, Daddy,” I said. “We'll carry 
everything around the swift part.” And we 
shoved off. 

We paddled for about an hour, then 
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stopped for breakfast. Neither Bill nor I 
could cook, but we tried. When we got 
through, the eggs looked sad, but we ate 
them anyway, and were surprised to find 
they tasted pretty good after all. After we 
ate we talked a while, and then decided to 
go on. 

We paddled for about four hours before 
stopping for lunch. As we ate our sand- 
wiches we talked about the swift part of the 
river and what we were going to do about 
it. We couldn’t decide whether to go around 
on the bank and carry our things or to ride 
down the river. We talked for a while, 
and the more we talked the more nerve we 
got. Finally we decided it would be excit- 
ing and a lot of fun to try to ride the rapids. 

They were just a short way down the river 
and on the way I kept thinking about what 
Daddy had said about walking around them, 
but I shoved the idea out of my mind with 
thoughts that he would never find out if 
we didn’t walk around them. 

The first thing I knew the rapids came in 
sight and I began to be frightened, but I 
wouldn't let Bill know, because I was afraid 
he would think I was chicken. 

“Here we are,” Bill called. “Ready?” 

“Yes,” I yelled. 

I was anything but ready, but it was too 
late now. We hit the rapids, and the canoe 
began turning all kinds of ways. All I could 
do was hang on. I dropped my paddle 
when a big splash of water blew on me. I 
got soaking wet and everything in the canoe 
was wet too. I could hear Bill shouting, but 
I didn’t understand what he was saying. Then 
the canoe gave a lurch and twisted outland- 
ishly. The next thing I knew I was in the 
river being thrown all around. The canoe 
had sunk with everything in it. Bill and I 
swam to shore, climbed up on the bank, 
and just sat there, looking at each other, be- 
wildered by the suddenness of the disaster. 

After a few minutes Bill said, “Well, 
better start walking home.” 

We got up and walked, traveling a long 
time in silence. But through my mind the 
words were going over and over, “Get out 
and walk around the rapids, get out and 
walk around the rapids, get out and walk 
around the rapids, get out and walk around 
the rapids.” 

I looked over and said, “Bill, the next 
time Daddy tells me to do something, be- 
lieve me, I'll do it.” 

“That goes for me, too,” Bill agreed. 
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TIN CANS... 
OIL CANS... 


Cans, cans, everywhere cans. 
Cans in the grocery store. Cans in 
the paint shop. Cans in the cellar. 
Cans in the garret. Tin cans, ash 
cans, oil cans, garbage cans, milk 
cans, storage cans, grain cans, 
candy cans. Truly we live in an age 
of cans. 

The best can of all cans is the "I 
Can." It will not break, bend, or 
rust. It cannot be dented by cir- 
cumst It ¢ + be crushed 








Three Ways to Get Rich 
t From page 9 


city one day, and he pointed to a mansion 
on a hill. It looked grand enough to be 
the palace of a king. The man who lived 
there was supposed to be wealthy. But my 
friend told me that very recently the owner 
of this mansion had been found dead in 
his car, and after his death it was discovered 
that he was so hopelessly in debt that he 
never could have paid his creditors. He had 
decided to commit suicide. 

That man had decided to spend all his 
money building a house for himself. He 
had sent none of it to heaven to build a 
mansion there. So he lost both his earthly 
house and his heavenly mansion too. He 
finished up poorer than that poor widow 
Jesus praised, who had only two mites but 
who gave them both to God. 

So the second scientific rule for getting 
rich is, “Dedicate your money to God and 
let Him tell you how it should be spent.” 

Some years ago I read the life stories of 
some of the richest men who ever lived— 
Vanderbilt, Morgan, Rockefeller, Gould, 


ASH CANS AND 


“| CANS” 


By ETHEL RAY PAGE 





by opposition. The "I Can" is so 
designed that it will expand to any 
desired capacity without cracking. 
It will not lose its head, no matter 
how great the pressure. Though 
whirled about by winds of chance, 
it will always stand upright. The 
"| Can" is a sure preserver of en- 
ergy, talent, resolution, and attain- 
ment. One genuine "I Can" is guar- 
anteed to last a lifetime and give 
complete satisfaction. 
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and others. I wanted to know how they got 
their money. In all the stories I noticed the 
same thing. All these rich men saw in their 
todays the possibilities of great tomorrows. 
They saw that if they spent their money for 
the right things today, they would be rich 
tomorrow. So they invested all they had in 
oil, land, railroads, stocks and bonds, and 
their money grew until they were tremen- 
dously wealthy. 

How much this is like God’s plan for 
His children! He too would have us see in 
our todays the glad, bountiful harvests of 
tomorrow—not just oil, lands, stocks and 
bonds, but the world harvest of saved men 
and the glories of the earth made new. 

When people are hungry, thirsty, sick, 
or in prison, and we minister to them, God 
says, “Inasmuch as ye have done it unto 
one of the least of these my brethren, ye 
have done it unto me.” 

A doctor spent his life healing the poor 
people in his city. If there was someone 
who couldn’t afford his services, that was 
the one this doctor loved to help. Sometimes 
when he saw families who had no fuel or 
food he ordered some delivered to them at 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


if you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Annie Miguel, 116 East Keystone, Woodland, 
California, U.S.A. Stamps, piano, pets. 

Wayne Hebert Truxton, age 14. Laurelwood 
Academy, Gaston, Oregon, U.S.A. Skating, reading, 
poems. 

Mary Lusana Hagood, age 13. Route 3, Box 304, 
Grants Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Swimming, sewing, post 
cards, volleyball, textile painting. 

Patsy Stafford, age 13. Route 3, Box 219, States- 
ville, North Carolina, U.S.A. Swimming, writing let- 
ters. 

Kenneth Daniel, age 12. 901 South College Avenue, 
College Place, Washington, U.S.A. Stamps, rocks 
games. 


Imogene Morgan, 518 Christian Street, Philadel- 
phia 47, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Skating, piano, sew- 
ing, cooking, biking. 

Karola Schandelmeier, Waldstrasse 29, Freistett, 
Amt Kehl, Baden, Ueber Achern, Germany. Stamps. 

Denton Rathbun, age 14. Box 432, Quincy, Califor- 
nia, U.S.A. Tobogganing, racing. 

Shirley P. Lasiuk, age 12. R.R. 1, Blaine Lake, 
Saskatchewan, Canada. Stamps, music, royal family 
pictures. 

Jeanne Petryshyn, age 11. Blaine Lake, Saskatche- 
wan, Canada. Reading, stamps, accordion, biking. 

Ronnie Holloday, age 12. 1412 Hardy, Independ- 
ence, Missouri, U.S.A. Riding horses, swimming, bas- 
ketball, baseball. 

Rita Holland, age 13. Box 469, Logansport, Indi- 
ana, U.S.A. Arts, sports, flower craft. 

Evelyn Varga, age 10. E. 7917 Knox, Spokane 6, 
Washington, U.S.A. Reading, church activities, pho- 
tography, cooking, sewing, missionary work. 

Judy Jackson, age 13. 825 Russell Avenue, Santa 
Rosa, California, U.S.A. Swimming, cooking, music, 
sewing, skating, biking, baby sitting, sports. 

Beverly McIntyre, age 11. R.R. 1, Box 46, Oquawka, 
Illinois, U.S.A. Cooking, sewing, biking, swimming. 

Linda McIntyre, age 13. R.R. 1, Seaton, Illinois, 
U.S.A. Piano, hiking, swimming, ice skating. 








his own expense. Sometimes when a land- 
lord was about to put a man out of his home 
because he hadn’t paid the rent, this doctor 
would step in with the rent money. 

He lost his life from blood poisoning 
contracted from a patient who couldn’t pay 
him. He saved her life but lost his own. 
When he died, 1,500 people came to his 
funeral, and declared that they owed their 
lives to this doctor who saw in his todays 
the glad riches of God’s tomorrow. 

To such men Jesus says, “Come... , 
inherit the kingdom.” So let’s invest our 
lives in service for God today. It’s the third 
scientific rule for becoming rich in God’s 
great tomorrow. 


Dear, Brave Mother 
From page 3 


When Daddy had gone, Mamma stepped 
out of the car to stretch her legs a moment. 

Suddenly, in the darkness, she had a 
dreadful feeling that the car was moving 
backward. She put her hand on it. 

Yes! It was slipping. She tried to get in 
it again to reach the brake, but it was 
gathering speed and she couldn't. 

She called to Beverley to climb over to 
the front seat and step on the brake pedal, 
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but that didn’t help. The car kept moving. 

Mother then grabbed the front bumper 
and tried to hold the car back. For a mo- 
ment this seemed to help, but the car was too 
heavy for her and she soon felt herself 
being dragged downhill. 

With gradually increasing speed the car 
moved nearer and nearer to the edge of the 
road, beyond which the hill dropped steeply 
into the deep, dark lake. 

“Please, dear Jesus!” she cried aloud. 
“Don’t let it go over the edge!” 

But it went over the edge. First one 
wheel, then another. 

A moment later the front wheels fol- 
lowed the back wheels, and the car was 
plunging headlong down, down, down to- 
ward the lake! 

Did Mother let go? She did not. “If my 
children are going to drown, I'll go with 
them,” she said to herself as, holding on 
frantically to the bumper, she was dragged 
down the rocky slope. 

The dark water now seemed to be leap- 
ing up at her out of the blackness of the 
night. 

Beverley and Blossom, sensing their 
dreadful danger, were screaming at the top 
of their voices, while Mother was crying 
aloud, “Jesus, save my children!” 

Suddenly there was a shattering bump 
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and the car came to a standstill—right at 
the water’s edge. In God's providence an 
old tree stump had stopped its headlong 
fall, just in time. 

Beverley and Blossom told me of that 
awful night and, believe me, they love their 
mother! As long as they live they will never 
forget how she hung on to that bumper all 
the way down the hill and was willing to 
die with them if need be. 

How wonderful is mother love! Did you 
ever stop to think that your mother would 
be willing to do the same for you? Of 
course she would! Why not show her a 
little bit of love right now! 





Cannibal Chief Preaches a Sermon! 
From page 8 


the little wretch to drown everything in a 
long-sustained and high-pitched scream. 

The natives, finding this state of matters 
troublesome to themselves and disagreeable 
all round, called a general assembly, unan- 
imously condemned dishonesty, agreed upon 
severe fines and punishments for every 
act of theft, and voted to stand by one an- 
other in putting it down. The chiefs found 
this a long and difficult task. But they held 
to it, under the inspiration of the gospel, 
and won. Heathen worship was gradually ex- 
tinguished, and though no one was com- 
pelled to come to church, every person on 
Aniwa, without exception, became before 
many years an avowed worshiper of Jehovah 
God. The Galilean had conquered again! 

The printing of my first book on Aniwa 
was a great event. It made old Chief Nama- 
kei so happy! He had eagerly helped me 
translate this first book and he had a great 
desire “to hear it speak,” as he expressed it. 
It was made up chiefly of short passages 
from the Scriptures that might help me to 
introduce the natives to the treasures of 
divine truth and love. Namakei came to 
me morning after morning saying, “Missi, 
is it done? Can it speak?” 

At last I was able to answer, “Yes!” 

The old chief eagerly responded, “Does 
it speak my words?” 

I said, “It does.” 

With rising interest, Namakei exclaimed, 
“Make it speak to me, Missi! Let me hear 
it speak.” 

I read to him a part of the book, and the 
old man fairly shouted in an ecstasy of joy, 


“It does speak! It speaks my own language! 
Oh, give it to me!” 

He grasped: it hurriedly, turned it all 
around every way, pressed it to his bosom, 
and then, closing it with a look of great 
disappointment, handed it back to me say- 
ing, “Missi, I cannot make it speak! It will 
never speak to me.” 

“No,” said I. “You don’t know how to 
read yet, how to make it speak to you. But 
I will teach you to read, and then it will 
speak to you as it does to me.” 











How Are Your Proverbs? 


By JOSEPH C. STACEY 


Listed below are 12 incomplete proverbs, adages, 
etc. Can you complete at least 8 of them (by filling 
in the blank spaces with the correct missing words) 
for a (Passing score? 9-10 is good; 11-12 excellent. 

ae rush im Where o.com fear to tread.” 





2. “You can lead a ........ .. to water, but you 
Can't make it a. cccceane i 

2. rolling eee Bathers MO nnceceone 6 

4. “A bird in the ............. . is worth two in the 
“5. “Don't COURT YOUF  nceerenenen .. before they’re 
oe should be seen and Ot occu.” 
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8. ee before you - 

Dy. RID ccitectancss . OF prevention is WOrth 2 ccc. 
of cure.” 
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“O Missi, dear Missi, show me how to 
make it speak,” persisted the bewildered 
chief. He was straining his eyes so much 
that I suspected they were dim with age 
and could not see the letters. 

I had brought a supply of spectacles with 
me, and I searched through them now to 
see if I had a pair that would fit the old 
chief. I found a pair that fit him well. 

He was much afraid of putting them on 
at first, dreading some sort of sorcery. At 
last, when they were properly placed and he 
saw the letters and everything else so clearly, 
he exclaimed in excitement and joy, “I see it 
all now! This is what you told us about 
Jesus. He opened the eyes of a blind man. 
He has sent me these glass eyes. I have got- 
ten back again the sight that I had when a 
boy. O Missi, make the book speak to me 
now!” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


VI!—Enlisting New Helpers 


(MAY 


MeEMoRY VERSE: “Let all things be done de- 
cently and in order” (1 Corinthians 14:40). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the lesson texts—Acts 5:41, 42 and Acts 
6:1-8. Learn the memory verse, and think what 
it has to do with the story we are studying this 
week. 

SUNDAY 


Free to Work Again 

Open your Bible to Acts 5. 

The disciples looked happy as they left the 
council. Their happiness was due to more 
than their release from prison, however, to 
more even than their escape from the evil de- 
signs of the priests and rulers of the Temple. 
Verse 41 will tell you the reason for their happi- 
ness, 

Vividly they recalled the words of Jesus in 
one of the first sermons they had heard Him 
preach: “Blessed are ye, when men shall revile 
you, and persecute you, and shall say all man- 
ner of evil against you falsely, for my sake. Re- 
joice, and be exceeding glad: for great is your 
reward in heaven” (Matt. 5:11, 12). 

Even though they had been reviled and per- 
secuted, they were happy, for they had suffered 
for Christ’s sake. Read how and where they 
worked in verse 42. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 85. 

Tuink! Are we working in the same way as 
the apostles did, as we give the Advent mes- 
sage to the world, preaching in the churches, 
visiting in the homes? 

Pray to be happy if you have to suffer for 
Christ’s sake. 

MONDAY 


A Church Problem Arises 


Open your Bible to Acts 6. 
Satan had tried—and failed—to attack the 
church from outside, through the priests and 
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rulers. Now he was preparing to launch an 
attack from within. Read about the trouble 
that arose within the church in verse 1. 

Most of the Jews spoke Hebrew and lived in 
Palestine, but there were many who had made 
homes in other countries and had adopted the 
Greek language. There was some mistrust be- 
tween the two groups of Jews—the “Hebrews” 
and the “Greeks,” and Satan was quick to take 
advantage of this. He caused the Greek-speak- 
ing Jews to make the complaint that when their 
widows went to the apostles for the help that 
was given daily (the daily ministration) they 
were not given the consideration that the He- 
brew widows were. 

This caused quite a crisis in the church. The 
apostles had all they could do with preaching 
to the eager throngs that came to the Temple 
to hear about Jesus. Then, too, they needed 
time to visit people in their homes. How could 
they spare the time to organize the relief and 
other work? Surely the Holy Ghost would find 
a way out of this difficulty too! 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 87, pars. 2, 3; p. 88, par. 1. 

THINK how the reputation of a church can 
be hurt when there is distrust and dissension 
among its members. 

Pray that the Lord will help us to remember 
that we are all His children and members of 
the heavenly family. 


TUESDAY 


The Council Makes a Decision 


Open your Bible to Acts 6. 

To deal with this emergency in the church, a 
council was called. Find who called it and who 
were called to it in verse 2, first part. 

The church had grown rapidly, and it was 
becoming necessary for more help to be enlisted 
for the increasing duties. The complaint made 
by the Greeks had brought things to a head. 
Peter addressed the assembly of disciples. See 
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how he worded the need in verse 2, second 
part. 

He was not merely stating the need, however. 
He had a good suggestion to put forward. 
Find this suggetion in verse 3. 

Then read verse 4 and see how the cause 
would be benefited by the plan he proposed. 

God loves order and proper organization. 
When Moses became overburdened during the 
Exodus, He sent Jethro, Moses’ father-in-law, to 
organize the people so that Moses’ burdens 
could be lightened. In the establishing of the 
temple services, the many duties connected with 
it were outlined and organized. In the feeding 
of the multitude on the mountain, Jesus organ- 
ized the people into groups and allotted the 
disciples their work. Repeat the memory verse 
and see what is God's will for the way His work 
is to be carried out. 

For further reading: 
tles, p. 88, par. 2. 

THINK of your own church. 
ganized for work for others? 

RESOLVE to organize your own work better. 


The Acts of the Apos- 


How is it or- 


WEDNESDAY 
Seven New Workers 

Open your Bible to Acts 6. 

Read in verse 5, first sentence, how the people 
received the suggestion for new workers to be 
appointed. 

And so they chose seven men for this work. 
They were careful to pick out men of good 
character and reputation. You can read the 
names of these seven men in the latter half of 
verse 5. 

These men were called deacons. Paul writes 
in 1 Timothy 3:8-13 about the high standards 
and the duties of deacons. Since these seven 
deacons were appointed, Christian churches 
have always had their deacons, down to the 
present time. They have important duties to 
perform, both within and outside the church. 
They help in the services, in making the church 
members and visitors comfortable, they look 
after the poor, and in many ways give their aid 
in making the church a center of light. 

A ceremony accompanied the appointing of 
these seven deacons. You can read about it in 
verse 6. 

Perhaps you have seen in your own church 
this ceremony, when the pastor lays his hands 
on the newly appointed deacon and prays for 
the Holy Spirit to be in him as he does the 
work of his office. 

For further reading: 
tles, p. 89, par. 1. 

THINK of the deacons in 


The Acts of the Apos- 


your own church. 


Name some of the ways in which they help the 
church, look after visitors, care for the needy. 
Pray for the deacons in your church. 


THURSDAY 


Advance Under the New Order 


Open your Bible to Acts 6. 

The very next sentence in the Bible story of 
the appointing of the seven deacons shows the 
success of the new plan. Read what is reported 
about the progress of the work in the first half 
of verse 7. 

In the last part of the verse we read that a 
great company of priests were obedient to the 
faith. While many showed great bitterness and 
hatred, yet a great company were found to be 
honest in heart and accepted Christ as the Sav- 
iour. 

“This ingathering of souls was due both to 
the greater freedom secured by the apostles, 
and to the zeal and power shown by the seven 
deacons.”—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 90. 

One of these seven deacons is specially men- 
tioned for the good work he did. Find his name 
and what he did in verse 8. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 89, par. 2; p. 91, par. 1 

THINK of the great progress that was made 
after the reorganizing of the work. 

Pray to be ready to help when your church 
organizes for missionary work. 


FRIDAY 


Here are your ten review questions. Look up 
any points about which you are uncertain. 

1. What made the disciples so happy after 
their release from the council? (Acts 5:41.) 

2. Where did the apostles do their teaching 
and preaching? (Acts 5:42.) 

3. What problem arose in the church about 
this time? (Acts 6:1.) 

4. What did the disciples do about it? (Acts 
6:2 


:2.) 

5. What suggestion did they put before the 
other believers? (Acts 6:3.) 

6. In what manner should the business of 
the church be carried on? (1 Corinthians 14: 
40—memory verse.) 

7. How many new workers were appointed to 
take care of the poor? (Acts 6:5.) 

8. What solemn ceremony took place at the 
appointment of these seven deacons? (Acts 6:6.) 

9. What are we told about the progress of 
the work after the new organization? (Acts 6: 
y Fa 

10. Which of the seven deacons is especially 
mentioned, and for what reason? (Acts 6:8.) 
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As the early church grew larger, deacons were ordained to look after the business matters, so that 
the apostles would have more time to prepare sermons, visit the sick, and give Bible studies. 
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Cannibal Chief Preaches a Sermon! 


From page 19 


I walked out with him to the public vil- 
lage ground. There I drew A B C in large 
characters upon the dust, showed him the 
same letters in the book, and left him to 
compare them and find out how many oc- 
curred on the first page. Fixing these in his 
mind, he came running to me, and said, “I 
have lifted up A B C. They are here in my 
head and I will hold them fast. Give me 
other three.” 

This was repeated time after time. He 
mastered the whole alphabet, and soon be- 
gan to spell out the smaller words. Indeed, 
he came so often, getting me to read it 
over and over, that before he himself could 
read it freely he had it word for word 
committed to memory. When strangers 
passed him, or young people came around, 
he would get out the little book and say, 
“Come, and I will let you hear how the 
book speaks our own Aniwan words. You 
say it is hard to learn to read and make it 
speak. But be strong to try! If an old man 
like me has done it, it ought to be much 
easier for you.” 

One day I heard him read to a company 
with wonderful fluency. Taking the book, 
I asked him to show me how he had learned 
to read so quickly. Immediately I saw that 
he could recite the whole from memory! He 
became our right-hand helper in the conver- 
sion of Aniwa. 

Music helped us win the people too. 

Namakei’s wife was much slower accept- 
ing Christ than he was. The old woman 
positively shuddered at coming near the 
mission house, and dreaded being taught 
anything. 

But one day she was persuaded to come 
near the door. Fixing a hand on either post 
and gazing in, she exclaimed, “Awai, Missi! 
Kai, Missi!”—the native cry for unspeak- 
able wonder. Mrs. Paton was playing on 
the pump organ and singing a simple 


hymn in the old woman’s language. Charmed, 
she drew nearer and nearer, drinking in the 
music at every pore of her being. At last 
she ran off, and we thought it was with 
fright, but it was to call together all the 
women and girls from her village “to hear 
the bokis sing!” (Having no x, the Aniwans 
pronounce box this way.) She returned 
with them all at her heels. They listened 
with dancing eyes. And always after that 
the sound of a hymn and the song of the 
bokis made them flock freely to class or 
meeting. 

Personally, I could hardly sing at all. My 
work would have been much slower but for 
this gift that God had bestowed on my dear 
wife. She led our songs of praise, both in 
the family and in the church, and it was 
the first avenue by which the new religion 
winged its way into the hearts of many 
cannibals and savages. 

The old chief was particularly eager that 
this same aged woman, his wife Yauwaki, 
should be taught to read. But her sight was 
far gone. So, one day he brought her to me, 
saying, “Missi, can you give my wife also a 
pair of new glass eyes like mine? She tries 
to learn, but she cannot see the letters. She 
tries to sew, but she pricks her finger, and 
throws away the needle saying, “The ways 
of the white people are not good!’ If she 
could get a pair of glass eyes, she would be 
in a new world like Namakei.” In my 
bundle I found a pair that suited her. She 
was in positive terror about putting them on 
her face, but at last she cried with delight, 
“Oh, my new eyes! My new eyes! I have 
the sight of a little girl. Oh, my new eyes!” 

Next week I'll tell you about the wife of 
the sacred man, who scolded him in public 
for claiming to make hurricanes, and the 
amusing story of the conversion of Youwili. 

(To be continued) 
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A NEW JUNIOR ACTIVITY 





Pathfinders of Albuquerque, New Mexico, didn’t have any money to go Publishing Department Secretary Jarry, of 
to Summer Camp—but they found a way to earn some. They sold Ohio, admires the English racer bicycle 


LPs AND BSALTH. earned by Evan Pitts through selling LIFE 
Let. _— AND — aged ogg fr 4 camp! oe! % aa AND HEALTH. Would you like to earn 
junior boy or girl who sells only subscriptions to ed A . ? 
HEALTH at $3.50 or 150 single copies at 39 cents, and turns the full %M¢ _ ™money for—camping equipment? 
price in to the Book and Bible House, will be credited with $26.25 for Sifts for your folks? a Bible? a bicycle of 
his camp expenses and extra spending money. Act Now! your own? Others have, you can too! 





Be at summer camp, dressed for the occa- _In less than six weeks, more than 17,000 copies of LIFE AND HEALTH 
sion. It will add to = fun! This year __ were sold ~3 26 boys and girls of the Spencerville, Maryland, elementary 
get your uniform the Earn-It-Yourself way. school, enabling them to earn full scholarships for school this year. 





Clearwater, Florida, church school children and their teacher The students of the Hendersonville, North Carolina, 
earned the ag equipment shown by selling LIFE AND church school, with their teachers, worked seven 


HEALTH. , it can be done, and YOU can do it too! afternoons after school and sold 350 single copies 
= of LIFE AND HEALTH. They received a Nature 


Encyclopedia, a World Atlas, an 18-inch plastic 


World Globe, our new SDA World Mission Ma 
EARN IT YOURSELF oe se oe ee ‘< for ets wt 
THE LIFE AND HEALTH WAY a os 


Yes, boys and girls, you can earn money for these and other items desired. Contact your 
conference publishing department secretary for information on this new junior activity. 
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KARI, the ELEPHANT, No. 2-By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1957, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. Soon after the elephants had entered the kiang 
grass of the island they began to trumpet, and con- 
tinued to do so through most of the night. 2. The 
main herd came nearer and also trumpeted, though 
they did not cross the river. The purpose of all this 
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4. The second elephant had come along to protect 
her companion, and in spite of all the trumpeting, 
she was alert to danger. It was not long before she 
caught the scent of the tigers with her sensitive 
nostrils. 5. Angrily she rushed out to intercept the 


7. The mother elephant was lying down and more 
or less open to attack, since her protector was gone. 
8. One of the tigers found her, and after making sure 
that there were no others around, she leaped in to 
attack, though she was not quite sure what she was 
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noise was to scare away tigers, since one cow ele- 
phant was about to calve. 3. A pair of tigers hunting 
along the river heard the calls and knew the meaning. 
Baby elephants were a treat on their menu, for 
which they would risk even attacking the adults. 


enemy. 6. The two tigers had just crossed the stream 
when the elephant found them, and she viciously 
charged them. They evaded her and circled around 
to get at the other one that they were sure must 
be hiding in the tall, heavy grass of the island. 


attacking. 9. After she landed it did not take her 
long to find out, for the mother elephant’s trunk 
whipped out around her and began beating her on 
the ground. Then, instead of her mate coming to 
help her, she heard the other elephant trumpeting. 





